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FT HE | 
Shepherd's I:.vitation 
| a new Song 
Sung by Mr. Sulivan at Sac lets well d 


HE new flown B'rds, the ſheph er, 
fing 
And welcome weleome in the Mar 
Come Paflorella, now the ſprig 
makes every Landſi ip gay 
wde ſpreading trees th: ir iraſy ſhades 
riOr“e half the ſi d -xtend 
in ieflectiug founia ns play'd 
O1 Leir quiveriig hranches bend, 
; Their quivering 
Come taſte the ſesſon in its prime 
Aud Bleis the riſh g yesr. 
Oh w my ſout grows ſick of time; 
Ti'l thou my love appear: 
Then ſha | pats the yl-iiomie day, 
warm in thy beauty ſhe. 
when thy dezr Flock {hiil Feed and play 
and interm x wl & wine, | 
and 1utei mix &c. 


For thee of doves a milk white pair 
In tilken bards i held, 
For thee a firt ling lam in fair 
I k-ep within thr fold: 
It milk-white duv:s accep:ance meets 
Or tender lambk n pleaſe . 
my ipot «ls heart without deceiett 
Be oficred up with theſe, © 
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